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VOLUME VIIL
Reeolioctions of Dixle. vrre .
SERTEECLD PLAN-

tation on the dark
river Lank:
The Lelds of collon-
stalks and atubble-
cine,
And ﬁ.ef.nuon‘wood [
tal

All ul:mlt the levea

wall,
And thie negro cabins
dowa soddoen

1 see the “white folka'

bouse,” with Its
wide Yyerandas
read

r-sill
He ia partner of ita bounty—and {is best.
1 aole lge old gin-bouse, with its broken window-

white lint sesttcrad all about the doer;
And I hear {ts mkiuq' noisa,
And the clear voloe of “the boya™
SBinging darkey songs I'il love forever mora

I see the big black kettie on the roaring greem- |
. _wood fire,

A scaffold where the tutchered pigs sre

It Is now “hog-killin' time,™
Darkey fun Is in 1ts prime,
Chiris m‘ua , blown up, ripen in the

(o each cabin i{s & sack full of golden hick'ry
w‘.‘ﬁ‘!.'u. or pecans o aleek and russet
brown;
of persimmmaon beer,

, Lt /W SCaTee snd “dear,”
‘mus goodies up io

Great §
New-laid ¢
All to “trade for Chris
town."

i u‘ufh the mellow strumming of 3 banjo on the
T,
1 ueyll the spare-ribs in the frying-pan!

. Chris'mus comes but gnct a year,

Ever' nigger wants his share,
So good-bye, I'se gwine to see my Mary

So the long, bright, winter day fades to gray
dusk {n the west,
the stars come out and twinkle Inthe

sky:
&n the froaty flelds they beam,
. On the dark old bloody stream—

L ] L L L] L) L -
I'm n;n homesick—I must stop and—have &

ory
BrLLe HUNT.

. THE OLD PLANTATION.

A Christmas Eve Story.

HE GOLDEN SUN-
light sparkles omn
the river and shines
, on the green siope
\ of lawn leading
| down to its banks;
| for, though thisis
/| Dec. the 24th, 1839,
the smooth-cut
g::u has not g:t.

ed brown. t
: on the lawn by the
antigue moss-grown sun-dial stands, in
ehger tancy, a slim, black figure.
He wa the shadow move slowly—
8o very slowly it seems to him—around
&om Fﬁtann minutes—ten min-
utes—five minutes—will it never reach
the hour? At last it falls just on the

aTn.m twelve. Then, with a shout and
a look up at the sun, just overhead, he
speeds

off across the lawn, dt the

yards, by ‘‘the children's

m all u.t{huding of the
calls of playmates. thieas,

he reaches the barns where hangs the
great plantation bell. Holding the rope

Vooms Bax s G1818 TROop 18-

and awaiting him, stands Sam, who is

—under the master himself—the ruler

This, the day before Christmas, is a
half-holiday, begins for soul
on the plan & week of careless

glowing vines and berries, and even

winhrﬂom?; baye been used in

gresat dining-hall and par-

lors, while every bYed-room has its
holly twisted and fastened with
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of the big eedars in the grove until we
all went bv. She has nota bit of use
for Ernie, and he knows it; yet he will
torment her"

“Lanch is ready, young ladies: won'i
you come fix & bit?"” the girl asked, &5
she led the way.

They followed her to their seversl

T.

As the last one left the room Mr.
Cheverill said:

“I wish Elsie would come in:yon
know I do not approve of single couplcs

“The truth is, mother, Mr.

en they have not been on speaking

both when they met here.”

**They would malce such a nice couple;
it is & pity,” said Mrs. Cheverill, sympa-
thizingly.

“Don’t sigh over it, mother. I'll
wager that if they met in the grove the
affair is all fixed by now. Therejson
atmosphere about t place perfectiy
irresistible to young lovers.”

The meal progresses gaily, and the
tlly host has just asked: **What has

of Elsle?" when the door opens
and, looking ver? flushed, a little con-
scious, and whol g breathless from fast
walkin{. she and Rodney appear. He
earries his

which the butler takes from him witha
slightly deprecating air, while Nellie
removes Stewart's wraps, and Mrs.
Cheverill insists that she shall sit'right
down and leave her toilet until after
lunch. BSo they take their chairs and
make a show of eating, but really ane-
complish but little in that line.

There are some sly, amused glances
thrown at the very conscious pair, but
they are mercifully left unteased and
unrailed at their long absence, until the
jrrepressible Leda says, with a burst of
1 suppressed merriment:

“For what a lot of marriages is this
old plantation answerable! Evenirom
the time of our grandfathers. Say,
Elsie, did you stop at ‘Engagement
Osk?'»  °

And then, to cover the young eouple’s
confusion, the gracious hostess
arises, and in the general movement
Elsie escapes to her room.

Christmas Eve! The negro guarters
are alive with light and joy and dance.
Great piles of pine-knots blaze on the
brick and earthen stands which are

aced one in front of each negro-housa.

ot rough cabins these, but comforta-
ble frame buildings with huge chin-

e
AT BT

room,
built for the pu with a deep chim-
pey at either A gt s

ed two feet high, ere con-

gun and empty game-bag, |

|
apartments—all but the eldest dauglh- |

wandering away by themsclves in the |q.-
woods.”

Rodney |
and Elsie became engaged this day, a |
year ago. Three months after. they |

uarreled about a mere trifle, and since |

t was something of a shock to [ :

1
|

[ boldly,

A CHRISTMAS EVE DREAM.

= “big hounse™ all
Who

is itle the

( phaiies or it

X o peaple
d e

1 1

1 s sy el : L cuving feet.

The Intaps glow heney aslen-

fre hint of thelr erim=on sladd The

fi ve-light dances ‘or the

aarm-hisod carpe i p Lhe deli-
ate tint of the . iage itsell
in silver and plass, and n Iy more
ek berries of holly yupon
abwove the windows and r s,
No = the = o liorses’
feot uoon th il bed broad
faded

avaesie N (iae 22os5 Lh £ =0 Jade
o AT “
canter on the soft gra
to the purden's gu
their Lriclles to the fence, w
up the puth to the gro ¢
elosed it is true, but witn

Pt
its grlowing

welvome showing ont boldiy in the
moonlight, and with roade rleams

1

sl hrough the wide te
it. wey tdce gaech other’s Londs, and
the girl smiles wanly as the man koocks
ommandingly, at the door.

| ke groy-haired butler answess the
snmmons,

*Whao shall I saw, sahi?” he asks, ush-
ering them into a small ante-room.

The man hesitates, but the girl re-
p“t"-:

“Say belated truvelgrs who would
Lke to see Mr. Cheverdl.”

The host, half uawiilingly, leysdown
his liend at whist, aad, excusing him-
self, nnswers the summons,

As lie enters the room he recognizes
the girl as the daughter of anold friend
—a fellow planter
miles away,

“Why. my dear Miss Duncan, what

i above

is the meaning of this—alinost mid- |

night, and you here?”

The girl laysher hand in his proffered
one, and says simply:.

I am Mrs. Rovinson now, and this
gentleman is my husband.™

In *“this gentleman™ Mr. Cheverill
recognizes the overseer of his friend,
and hardens immediately. Dropping
the girl’s hand, he says; shortly, “lm-
possible!™ and awaits their explanation.

His tone stings the youne man.

‘It isa fact, Mr., O AL he be-
gins jupetnonsly.  “Iecourted Miss Dun-
can openly and honorzbly, but her
fiuther langhed me to scorn and bid me

ay my courl to one in my' own sphere.
F‘;'e kept apart then, I attending to my
duties. nnd Loping time wonld scften
him. At last ] went to him agnin and
asked bis consent to the renewal of my
aitentions. He hooted at the very idea
of such o thing, and bid me remember
that piasnters daughters did not marry
their fathers’ overseers, Stung to fury,
I told him 1 shonld win Miss Danecan in
spite of him, aml he, believing it but
an idle Loast, allowed me to stay on,
and so——

“You abused his confldence. Will
von tell me. sir, why yvou come with all
this to me?

(), Nir. Cheverill, listen fo me”
pieaded the rirk ‘I loved him &0, and
eouid motl Lear to give him wp. le

wanted togo away,  saying he Enew it
was not right to drs-.g ne below my sie-
tion, but my sorroWw, my tears, over
rume his resolutions, wnd we 4

“Ran away and got murried, like
two foals!™ put in the planter, angrily.
“Wihat do you suppose I can do about

b1 you

Pit? 1don't approve of it at =11, [ ean

You have lost the stition you
have held as Miss Durcan—woun ean
jouly rank as Mrs. RBobii -, pow and
benceforth.” .

“I'know g, she said, guitiy, #nc

Mmsll.l
Py all the young neyroes of the | loshed

up smiling ip her husbanpd's 1ace.

who Jives thirty |

Robinson looked appealingly at the
planter. = g

“This is our wedding nizht, Mr.
Cheverill, and I have not a plice to
take her. lHer father drove ns nwoy
with curses, and she thought of you—
that you mirht give me employraent.™

Sat from the inner room eomesa
burst of music and gay voices. The
zirl trembles and looks longingly at
the lizht and warmth within.

“*A nice position youn would pat me
in,"” protests Mr. Cheverill. “By em-
ployingz you I would give a seem'ng in-
dorsement to your conduct—which | do
not in the least feel—and anger 2gainst
me my good and old friend, your
father.™

“But I am so tired, and it is so lnte,”
murmurs the girl.

“To-night you shall have rest and
enter ainment. I turn no one from my
door: but to-morrow will be .

“Merry Christmas!™ comes in one
great shout from the dancers The
tall ¢lock in the hall peals twelve. and
the great plantation bell jangles merri-
ly, rung by the little darkies who have
it in charge.

“*Merry Christmas, father! I've caught
you!" shouts Leda, rushing ont and
hugging her father ecstatically: then,
catching sight of the strangers, ex-
claims: **Why, Miss 2]

**Mrs. Rolinson, my dear,” interrupts
Mr. Cheverill, impressively; “the wife

of Mr. Duncan's overseer, who is now
sut of a place and looking for employ-
ment. which he wishes me to give.™

Her position is clearly defined, but
again the young bride smiles fearlessly
in her hushand’s face.

“{iive him the employment, "then,
father; we are waiting for you to toast
the Chrisunas-tide.”

Leda went in as she spoke, and from
the negro ausrters came the sound of a
Christmas hymn, with its high-pitched
chorus of “Peace on earth and to all
mep good willl™

Mr. Cheverill rang the bell near him
sharply.

“Tell Sam T want him,” he said to
the boy who came.

{ The men snswered the
| quickdy.

“Merry Christmas, massa; Christmas
gif’,” Le =aid. as he drew near. :

*IMurry Christmas, Sam, and here's
| vour gift,"” banding hLim some silver
| pieces. *‘I1 nm sorry to take you from
| your fun. but is the overseer's house in
| good repair?’”

"ch.;:a]h: bot it's dark and shet up.”

“#Well, have fires lit in all the rooms;
send Elsie 1o see that e

a7 et e,
him

sSummons

i
i
|

right, and when all is ready
Robinson know. I have
for th> next vear to bemy oversecr, ond
Lhop: you wiil bea very good assistant.™

‘The man went todo as he was bid,

their joyons
“Novs

and the young couple rose to express.
word, Bot & word; you ewe it

{all to the scason, not to me. Do your
duty, Robinssn, amblet yourwife forget

who she has been. and we will zet on
IW\'IIA enop And now exc nie, Iy
| Family is T and 1 ing them
| therelin all. vozy siting-room,
jawaiting the sumnens ts their own
bouses, the kindly geutlenian wens in to

cirecle

ol

his gay hom

He had done a g deed and stillup-
held most decidediy his pride of cluss
and station.

*Did you take him. father®™ whis.
pered Leda. as she passes him his thied
glass of epg-nog.

“Yes: look throtugh the window yon-
der and you will see their shudows on
the curtain.™

Far off across the lawn, the lirht is
gleaming brightly throrgh the white
curtains of the overseers house, and
within the yourg wife is suying:

“[ would rather have you and this
dear little home, John. than all the
rlories of a planter's danghter.™

A knoek cialls them to the door.

A young darkey, bearing a tall, cov-
ered pitcher. presents himself,

**Miss Leda sen’ dis aig-nog. and say
18 how shie hope yow'll hal 2 merry
Christmas and a happy year in de new
home.™

juarters, but stiil the sound . { songand
musie rings ont from the long room,
while the fiddler ¢alls the ficures of the
lamnce, and the dusky forms wheel and
turn and then salute your pariners,”

In the “big house™ the | ghts are out
in the parlors. and the tired servants
have gone to bed. for theirs has beena
busy day. The girls gossip softly with
each other, for fear the chuttering will
disturb the cld folks, while the young
men smoke their cigurs, and Rodney
sees Jaughing brown eyes in the smoke
af his as he takes his last pun® and,
with a soul-contented sgh. goes tu bed.

“Duncan will be furions,” says Mr.
Zheverill to his wife. ns he relates the
mcident of the evening: and she replies,
with the dear contradiction of a wom-
1u’s heart:

**You were very right to help them,

r things. at Christmas, too! [ won-
er how that girl conld ever so forget
what was dye to her station?™

Off in the *“‘overseer’s house™ across
the lawn. there is peaceand joy. Love,
the great comforter, has made them ob-
livious to tired limbs and strunge sur-
croundings. With light hearts and hap-
py smiles, they look into each other’s
syes and remember not the burriers of
:aste.

FIRST CHRISTMAS EELLS
in the

United Stotes Chimed From
Venerable St. Luke's.

The first Christmas church chimes
tver heard in the United States rang

RELIC OF CHRISTMAS 1652 .

'sut from the s‘i»eeph of “St. Lole's” or
old **Smithficid church™ in ke Isle

‘#‘W‘t county, Va. Thut wae

The fires are dving down in the negro

Christians.

The antiquity of this venerable
church is proven by two deeply marked
dute bricks that came down with the
east wall in the year 1887, when the

i top fell in.

he church having been abandoned

church at Smithiield, Va., and now the
assistant minister of the Church of the
Epi of Washington, D. C., under-
took the work of having the old church
put in perfect and c¢..mplete order.

In the resioration twelve of the
small windows composing the east
window, the nave windows and v
room are to be memorials.
the east window will be one each to
Washington, the only memorial win-
dow to him in the United States;
Lee Bridges, the builder of the
shurch; Rev. Mir. Hubard, last colonial

of the churchupto 182, when he

ied; Bishops Maulson, Mooro, Meede
and Johns, Virginia's four deceased pas-
tors; Sir Walter Raleigh, Capt. John
Smith, John Rolfe, husband of Poeca-
hontas, and Rev. Dr. Blair, founder of
William and Mary college. ]

The southwest corner window in the
nave will be a memorial of Pocahontas,
provided principally by her descend-
ants, and the two opposite ones are
memorials of Parsons Hunt and Whit-
taker, first and second chaplains with
Capt. John Smith in the Virginia col-

ony. Whittaker baptised Pocahontas
an rried her to Rolfe. The first
coof was put on the church in 1633, the

second in 1737, the third about 1821 and
the present new one in 1857.

THE CHRISTMAS TURKEY.

How to Prepare It for the Gastronomio
Fete.

“Turkey bolled Is turkey spolled,
Turkey roast is torkey losL
But for turkey braised tbe Lord be praised.”

There may be divers opinions regard-

ing the two first lines. but in regard to
the third there will be no dissentient

voice when once it has been tried. Fill |

the turkey with the best force-meat
you cam make. The most elegont is
made of sweetbrends and mu

or trufiles intermixed, but an ordinary
bread or chestnut stufiing, made savory
with seasonings. will be very nice.
After stufiing hold the bird breast down
over a bright firc to stiffen it, and then
lard with strips of salt pork. Place in
a ssucepun. breast upward, with
sli carrot, vnion, celery. and parsley,
and cover with broth. Cook closely
covered in the oven until the bird is
ten ler, bast ngz it occasionally to give
the des red light Prown color. “%:en
done. sirzin und L.« en the gravy and
eerve ina boat. For an elegant com-
pany dish garnish with stoned olives,
small force-meat balls made of chicken,

En.ﬁhmma. and sweetbreads cut in
ce.

THE HERO OF A R{ *NCE.
0ld Hanover, About whom = Beautifal
Christmas Story was itten.

The portrait that aeco: ponies this
article appbared

as the picture of the hero of & very en-
tertaining novelette by Thomas Nelson
Pege. No man knows the Southern
colored man and his dialeet and his
mental processes better than Mr. Page,
and thousands of readers will feel that
they have made almost a personal ac-
quaintance with **Ole Hanover” when

OLD HANCVER

they have read what Mr. Page makes
bim say.

But on the other hand, a greater
number of persons will be puzzled

- by the recollection that they hawve

oiten met this identical colored
man shuffi along the streets
of New York, instead of im Vir

ginia, where the story places him. As
& matter of fuct, “Ole Hanoveris a
thoroughbred New York whitewasher,
and, beautiful as Mr. Page's story is, it
is not the true story. The old darky's
t, ted by John W. Alexan-
, now hangs on the dining-room: wall
in the Felloweraft club on East
I'wenty-ninth street, that city. and
Mr. Alexander once told his friends
in the cluob, where Lo is the vl‘e-pred»
dent, just how it came to be painted.
Mr. Alexander saw the old manon
the s‘reet and asked him tocome up to
his stud o in the Chelsea apartment
bouse in Twenty-third street. Having
Zorten him there., he told him he
would make him a handsome present if

ng-. s

**Ah dun know wheniah was bo’n," he
~as saying when the right pose was
itruck by him and caught on the canvas.

*Ah "t say nuffin’ "bout dat, bot
lh'mc,"-‘lnl d. Ah's so old d:t ah
seen

British gumboatsa-fightin’ away
ff in de Gulf ob Mexico when ah was

in the Christinas num- |
buer of Harper s Magazine a year ago., |

| A LESSON IN QOONTENTMENT.
Fou Tux DxNocaay, By “Uncix ELBoRTS.”

J Fern leal, hidden in » quiet dell,
Oa Wainut's banks, bad this queer
tabe 1o tell:

A month or more sgo, (tbe leaf begun),
1 'spied & ray of the November sum, .
And as | bathed me In the mellow my
A pretty roblin Suttered dowa my way
In friendly gossip 1 ssked her to toll
How wags the world outside my guiet dell*
She thus replied: :

“The world? A-lsck-a-day
My world bs masll, I seldom iy sway

Beyuad th' confines of this county faar,
.

What i beyood | never have a care.

I'm happy with my mate to dweil right bere,

Where all is joy, and plenty, and good cheer,

The harvest moon weat down behind grest
fields

Of ripen’d grain that gave up bounteous yhelds

-~ The farmer sings contentment, and his wiie

Goes cheerily about her cares of iife;

The cows snd horses, piga, snd chickens tos,

Are sleck aod fat. and all the county through

There isa plenty—all do seem coutent—

Botb man ana beast—with what the Lord
hath semL™

Her story told, the plamp bird Sew away

And joined ber mate beside a stack of bay.

A booey bee stept :rom a bollow
And looked about d, Sesing
mo
Aud being of a friendly torn of mind,
Duzsed down where I lay sheltered from the
wind,
And said:

“Well, well! my modest little fern
How fares it with tbhee at the season's turn?
Hast shelter from the bitter northern blast
That soon will carry spow-flakes thick and
fas?
I have a store of plenty and to spare;
Iodeed, Lhere s abundance everywhere.
| The cribs and bios are full, and al! the land
| Is blest with bounteous gifis from Nsture's
| and.®
1 Back 1o her siore-house Misiress Bee then
daried,
Contented, pisased, and very happy hearted.

A lniy-bug crawled oot uposs Hmb
&_ And siroked apd smoothed ber wing
Sayiog the while:

50 neal snd prim,

“Dear, dear’ how [ortunste
That we are living io this glorious stste,
Where summer laps upon the winter time,
Woere all thedays are glorious snd sublime
With songs of Nature, where all things are

blent,

Asin Do other country o the west.™

And o, the whole day long. my neigh-
4 bors all
Whe answered to my Interestad call,
Jdsd only wonls of plessare and conlent,
J'er toe good things ibe kindest Fuis
bad sent,
sod 1, a modest fern with verdare rile,
am {ull contenred with my lot in Jife.
e ———
BAK KEADER:
(85~ ¥=< " Shall wE ol u lessun Jearn,
;?: From this, the story of an humble fern®
—Imcemiser ¥4, 1991

ENGLISH sparrows Lave beCOmne so
Dumerous in Lilinois Lhal Lhe siale DOwW
uilers & buuuty vl two cents tur English
| sparrow besds, Whatl a plcuic Lor Lhe
Luy Will & “uigger-sbvoler ™

FosTER loreiclis Lbat sure-enocugh
Witler wesllier 11 Kausass will com-
meuce Jatualy 10ih. Gel & bustle on
yul, Luys; suuck Lue culn, palch up the
slious, wud gol ready W ciuwl in and
pull e bule o allel you.

A “bowling byeua” 1or sale or trade. «
Apply ai s uvillice.—FPawuee Hock
Giubee.

CAN 1L be Lbal Bro. Huis bas got
Lired vl uls Greal Bend currespondent,
alud Waulks W sell o Wade Ll oI?

P’ooR Jerry suupsun basn't got a
slockauyg W Lis balwe, LUL be will plan
W goe Uls Lulisuilas plreseul Jusl Lhe
salue; 1ol Jelly s lar wo prudent W0
cvol Wiss & Cualoe; Lo il WUe Lue legs
gtluel 4ld Laug Up & pair ol psals.
—Llicagu Mall.

1HE L'vpesa Caplial gives & balf col-
Uiul ol aUVICe W scusible and bLobDest
uriucTals LU fegald W lusivn Wikl Lhe
alusvce. Lo seusivie cemocrals of
Dausas wiil pivvabl) Lo avle W Oelect
buc Idal vujoch vl We Uapilal s advice,
tuat 8 W erect lue fepublcan Uckel.—
Wickila Deacul.

AHE sdmilsuacvive bas coucloded a
Tevipivcily agloolucul will e British
W oos Lunuies edd OdiLlisu rulsan. tegl-
PIVGIL) WilE Lucot Cuuuliics 1o & greal
wial Lao WILKLLE Cuals W NeWGasile;
A lach Lsal 1D au ITCIPIUCILY , a8 LDE JaW
Blatius, Gall aCUVIMpiisls WILL any couD-

PEFFEE Was weu caicd for by the
lmmunjuwm. Even
| LAl bilud Wal Cultid act W bele Poller
| Will locd aud sicop WEe ucki sIX years,
Tue tepusiicall caucus says it has ol
Yool auie W place Byle. 1'oe plalo in-
fToence is Lual fellol s sguared Lim-
Scil #s B0 eXposeut Of Fepuslican prio-
Cipies.—K. U. Limes.

THE presidest aas appointed that
Ulsavery pariner ol Blaswues, Sleve
| Eisius, ws socrelary of war., The ap-
| pUlulment 18 puleiy & polilical oove,
e LOT Lue purpuse Of recuDculing the
Slalne viclcnl W We Me-Loldloallon
ui tHammisou, Lue lotg-Beaded general-
| stup vt Sing Jun sgwiu crops out in
s appuaniunout. e sees Lar enough
abead W discery Lhe certain defeat for
the next republican candidale for pres-
ident, and waile lavguiog io his sieeve
al the Lule lu siore lur Benuie, sess 1o
it that his—Hlaupes—inends gel a
share of the spuils wille grandpa's
.‘-ﬁihw §ving of them oug,

]
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